CHAPTER IV

CORSANE OF RUSCO

ONE evening, some nine months after David
Arnot had left Padua for his native country,
Messer Ilario Cavalli was meditating upon the
works of Plato, when he heard a knocking.,
respectful but persistent.

He closed the precious volume. cc Enter/'
he said resignedly; and in came his confidential
servant, Gian Gaetano,

" Most Excellent Master, a nobleman from
Scotland craves a word with the illustrious
doctor. He has come here expressly to be
healed. If he is sent away he will but walk into
his grave."

" I will see him now/' said the doctor. But
it was some moments before the door reopened,
and the stranger, ushered by Gian, advanced
slowly into the room.

He was a tall man, large-limbed, broad-
shouldered, young, and modishly attired. The
magnificence of his dress, as if for a gala
or a banquet, contrasted strangely with the
desperate misery of his face, a face handsome
in features, but so drawn with pain and weari-
ness it was distressing to see.